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must be able to keep up his position/' she wrote,
"among his schoolfellows/'

Sebastian, then, liked and appreciated his grand-
mother, and never treated her to any of his exhibi-
tions of moodiness or ill-temper. His manner to-
wards her was always full of consideration and
courtesy. Lucy scoffed and called it his Little-
Lord-Fauntleroy manner; but Sebastian only
smiled and remained unmoved. The servants said
that it was pretty to see them together. Sebastian's
arm, indeed, was the only arm that the Dowager
Duchess would accept on her annual peregrinations
round the garden. Then she would stop frequently,
because she was out of breath and would not admit
it, in order to croak critically at some arrangement
in the borders which she did not approve. "Diggs
never had any taste beyond begonias," she croaked,
pointing with her rubber-tipped stick at some
grouping of tulips and forget-me-not ; but Sebas-
tian, in patient escort, knew that she was thinking
of Diggs' father, and not of the present Diggs. He
never pointed this out. He liked to encourage his
grandmother in her memories of fifty years ago,
when she had quarrelled with an earlier Diggs over
the begonias. Lucy watched him, and told Wacey
how odd he was. "As sweet as honey with that old
woman, and as cross as two sticks with the rest of
us." Wacey wagged her head, and said there was
no Accounting for the Present Generation.

The presence of his grandmother alone recon-
ciled Sebastian to his coming-of-age. He liked her
rudeness, her interference, and her limitations. She